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Chapter One - Proud to Fall? 


Author's Notes: 
| am not homophobic, or modern art-phobic. My character has issues-they will be worked through. 


There are a few ground rules to appearance - one of them is, you don't leave the house until your hair looks 


perfect. 


Mine isn't the complicated sort to wake up to in the morning, it's straight and soft and a good cut usually 
sorts it out. 


It was always a bit longer than the rest of the boys' hair at school, and that little fact changed everything 
for me - | really prided myself in it.. Not that | would brag about it to anyone - having pretty hair isn’t the 
sort of thing that would impress a bunch of macho dudes at school. There were times | used to wonder if 


anything about me made an impression on any of the lads, or if they couldn't care less about me. 


Having cool hair at school for me was one of the high points of an otherwise unexciting high-school career, 


and the highlight of my self-esteem - which had otherwise been afflicted by instability. So what if it had 


gotten me thrown out of Chemistry class for being a tad too long for working in the lab?.. 


| look pretty much the same now as | did then, and although at the age of 21 | sometimes feel a little older 
beyond my years, overall | realize | haven't truly changed much mentally. Sometimes | even forget where and 


when | am. 


My hair is geting a little darker now and again, though | doubt if it isn't just a trick of light that has me 
second-quessing myself - my poor eyesight has given me my share of odd misconceptions in the past, not 


everything | see is real. 


| had put some streaks in it, you can barely see some patches of my natural, dark hair now between lighter 
and darker shades of orange-y colour and some dirty blond - it hardly looks uniformic, but I've gotten very 


used to it. 


After | get cleaned up and dressed up - a complicated process for me in itself due to specific rituals | have to 
follow- | blow-dry and backcomb my hair until it's no longer flat, but teased-up properly, Smelling like hair- 
spray: which I'd also gotten used to since | was I5 and they let me in the only punk club where | lived, although 


| was under-age at the time. 


l'm wearing my one clean pair of jeans and a light blue button-up shirt, and I'll be taking my dad's black 


overcoat, which was one of the more important things | took with me when | moved into my own flat. 
"Good thing to have you back, McCull. Done with your hair?," | hear Julian, my room-mate. 


“Aye, all done," | huff slightly. He has no business pushing me around, after I've agreed to do something for 
him which | don't really want to. Now l'm not going to hear the end of it! 


"You know how important this interview is -" | know, now | wish he'd stop going on about it. I've been put 
through enough, listening to him talk about all his trials and tribulations of trying to schedule an interview with 
Will Sergeant. 


| could think of more exciting things to do right now, like go to sleep. | would, except Julian opted to pull a sickie 
at the last moment, saying he's got the flu. | told him it was just a bug, that he wasn't fucking dying, and that 
Will wouldn't care less if Julian came to the interview with a sore throat - the interviewee should do most of 


the talking between the two of them. 


No one's ever seen or heard much about him, everyone only knows the essentials - hotshot from Melling who 
made his big break before reaching 40. CEO of one of the biggest telecommunications businesses in Britain, still 
bearing the funny name ‘42 Happy Costumers’. Known to keep to himself, which is just as well. 


Last | heard, he chucked some money towards innovation in our university. Namely the art room, but you 
could see some touches here and there of the wacky designs he helped building to give it a more modern, 


artsy look. | remember walking near the art wing, and seeing a huge golden plaque which states the that room 


was donated by William Alfred Sergeant, CEO of 92 Happy Costumers. 

| think Julian was reluctant to do the interview - | couldn't fault him for that, | just don't understand why it 
had to be me. At least Julian had been poking around on his blog - if not stalking it - whereas | couldn't be 
bothered. If there's something that makes me sleepier, its got to be the light emanating from a computer 
screen. 

He guilted me into doing it, he tried being nice to me a few days before, reminding me how much he 
appreciates me and how much he cares about me. As if. | keep reminding myself I'm doing it only to get him 
off my back. 

"You know, you won't be getting any credit, since you decided to pull out of the interview," | say. 

"Bollocks, | had it scheduled months before, and | wrote all the questions myself. Have you read them?" 

"No." 

"Well. I'm sure you'll do fine, you know how to read." 

"Cheers," | smile half-heartedly for that comeback. 

"I'll make sure they mention you in the article, if you do well." 

"You bet | will. You'll be alright?" 

‘lm good for the rest of the day," He says, looking happy with a joint in his hand. 

l'm standing by the sofa where Julian's lying down, leaning so | can see him more or less while | talk to him. 
He's putting his arm around me, trying to pull me closer so he can give me a kiss on the forehead or 
something like that. | push him back down with my hand on his chest, I've no time for that hippy-dippy, 
emotionally open, ‘new masculinity’ shite now. 

| grab the minidisc recorder hurriedly, shoving it in my coat pocket before walking off. 

Since | have no means other than public transportation, | take the bus from Heath Road to Garston, continue 
by foot to the Liverpool South Parkway Rail Station, then get off at the Liverpool railway station and start 
walking towards Great Charlotte Street. 

When | reach my destination, | see the obvious building sign from afar. | stop and stare at the building - all 


alienating glass and steel. You know how churches of old were built to make the simple man feel small under 
God, with their towering stature? That's how | feel, staring at it. Small and overawed in the face of mammoth 


corporatism. 


I'm welcomed by a blinding white as | take a walk through the reception floor. You can barely see where the 
walls start and end. These walls seem to hold an abundance of painted canvases, hanging over this impossible, 
imposing whiteness as though they're floating in mid-air. | see no Bosch or Magritte or Rembrandt lulling me 
into these unfamiliar surroundings, only a mixture of brush strokes, geometrical shapes and paint splatters 
blurring in the distance as | glare at them myopically. If | were to see them up close, | bet they'd still look the 


same, a disarray of colour and composition, only sharper. 


Looking down, | see that the floor is criss-crossed with thick black lines. | walk a line til | get to a spiral 
staircase, looking up at it. | stop and count 26 stairs. | bet no one goes on that staircase, everyone should just 


use the elevator. | think they just put it there to fit in with the interior design 

A young man, | think he's about my age, asks if | need help. More than you'll know: 

"Um, yeah.. l'm lan McCulloch, l'm here on behalf of Julian Cope, | came to see Mr. Sergeant." 

| think this guy's dead handsome. His built is a more wide than mine, his pompadour-styled hair's dyed platinum 
blond, and he's wearing this charcoal pinstripe suit | would like to have, if | worked in a place like this. l'm 
starting to feel a bit more subdued than | came here. 

He goes to check his computer, returning shortly after. 


"He's expecting you, sir. You'll want the end lift on the right. Press for the second floor. Good day." 


| would say he's amused by my predicament, but his smooth face and calm tone give none of that. He hands 


me a security pass which says VISITOR - though that goes without saying. | smile sarcastically. 


| follow his directions to where a small group is already standing, waiting for their lift. A man in a three piece 
suit walks by me, giving me a once-over, probably wondering what I'm doing here. | ask myself the same 


question. 


The lift whisks me up to the second floor, coming to a quiet halt. To my side is a small neat reception counter, 
in front of me is another glass door waiting. | turn to the receptionist, who looks a few years younger than 
the last one. He can't be older than twenty, | tell myself. His hair colour is natural this time, a light shade of 


brown bordering on blond. Hmm. Great looking. Reminds me of the young Laurence Olivier in Hamlet: 


| explain my mission again, to which he replies courteously. "Mr. McCulloch. Wait here for a few moments, 


please." His eyes are gesturing to the plush leather sofas behind me, so big you could sink in them. 


While I'm sat, | move my eyes over the questions. | groan, giving up quickly. How many of these are necessary? 


But | was sent here to do someone else's job, so | have no choice but to give it a go. 


| cringe inwardly for the nth time since | left the flat. He might be unpleasant. There's no way Julian suddenly 
fell ill. What if he's not going to answer any of these questions? | rolled my eyes just looking at some of them, 
he wouldn't bother himself any more than he was willing to give Julian this interview. What if the interview 
flops and he would blame it on me? I've no personal interest in Mr. Sergeant, but I've no interest in being 


scolded by a successful businessman a few years my senior, either. | sigh. 


| notice the young man going through the glass door and coming back from the corner of my eye. Then he 


looks straight at me. 

"Mr. McCulloch?" 

| lick my lips. "Yes?" 

"Mr. Sergeant will see you in a few moments.” 

| shuffle to my feet, dangling on them unstably. 

"May | take your coat?" He asks, not really waiting for my answer as | can feel his arms hovering over me, 
preparing for the task. Can you not? | flinch, holding it tightly over my body. He takes the initiative and backs 
off. 

He grumbles, offering the obligatory, "Can | get you something to drink?" 

"Water, if you have it” 

He gives me a tall glass of ice-cold water, which | hold with a shaking hand. | finish drinking and put the glass 
down, feigning courage before the interview. | take the binder with all the questions with both hands, holding it 


close to my chest. 


"Right through here," he shows me, and although | know Mr. Sergeant is waiting for me | suck my lips in 
thoughtfully, asking myself if maybe | should knock first. | decide to knock. 


"Come in," | hear through the partially open door. 


| walk in and fall flat on my face. 


